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BOOK REVIEWS ‘

don't you speak for yourself, John?"

"Why

THE COURTSHIP OF MILES STANDISH.
By Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. With an
introduction by Ernest W, Longfellow, and
with plctures by N. . Wyeth. Houghton,
Miftin Company.

WESTWARD HO! By Charles Kingsley.

Plotures by N, €. Wyeth, Charles Scribner's

Sone,

ROBINSON CRUM0OE. By Daniel Defoe. Plet-
ureg by N. C. Wyeth. Cosmopolitan Book
Corporation.

YETH himself once defined the role
W of illustrator as accompanist to
the author's melody, decorative

Irame maker to the author's word pictures,

vreator of a mood in which the reader might
best recelve the dominant impression of 11"-

book. A more popular view is that the
‘illustrator helps the reader’s imagination in
the effort to recreate the chief characters,
ithe great moments of a work of the imagi-
nation. He is an actor who plays on the
stage of paper and prints the great roles
of lterature.

In the thres books which he has deco-
rated for this season’s delight Wyeth justi-
fies both views. Certainly the picture of
Priseilla a=king that famous question of
John Alden, and that of Crusce finding the
footprint, are something more than stage
scenery. Yet If one looks through these
impressive volumes he will find that the
backgrounds, the accessories are so treated
s to leave the reader’s exploring mind free
to introduce its own conception. There is
room in Wyeth's world of color. This is

Tree as His Friends Saw Him

HERBERT BEERBOHM TREE: SOME MEM-
ORIEE OF HIM AND OF HIS ART. Col-
lected by Max Beerbohm. E, P, Dutton & Co,
The actor's in the moving

marble of his own person, has no immortality

save that of memory. But something of
the pathos yields to a volume of such mem-
ories as these recorded of Tree. Bernard

Shaw, Max Beerbohm, the actor's brother;

Edmund Gosse, Louis N. Parker, Haddon

Chambers, and the subject’s wife and daugh-

ters are among the authors.

They have really made a book of it. Na-
turally the view (s colored by affection, but
the pages are not wasted in mere compli-
ment. Nobody would expect that of Shaw,
in any case. Here is part of his experience
a8 anthor with actor-manager.

“You really could not lodge an indifferent

art. Ccarven

Tree as Rlchard 1I.

fact In his mind, This disability of his was
wrried to such a degree that he could not
remember the passages In n play which did
not belong to or bear directly upon his own
conception of his own part; even the lingest
run did not mitigate his surprises when they
pccurred. Thus he never fell Into that com-
monest fault of the actor: the betrayal to
the audlence that he knows what his Inter-
locutor I8 golng to say, and is walting wearlly
for his cue Instend of eonversing with him.
Tree alwave seemed to have heard the jines
of the other performers for the fAirst time, and
even to be a lttle taken aback by them.
“Lot me give an extreme Instance of this
In 'Pygmalion’ the heroine, in a mge. throws
the hero's slipperg in his face, When we re-
hearsed this for the firet time, I had taken
care to have a very soft pair of velvet slip-
pers provided; for T knew that Mrs. Patrick
Campball was very dexterous, very strong
aud an dead shot. And, sure enough, when we
repched this passage, Trea got the sllppers
well and truly dellvered with unerring aim
ang In his face. The eaffect was appailing.
He had totally. forgotten that there was any
such ineldent In the play: and It seemed
to him that Mrs, Campbell, suddenly siving
way to an impulse of diabolical wrath and
tiatred, had committed an nnprovoked and
brutnl assault on him. ‘The physical impact
wioe nothing: but the wound to his feelinge
vne terrible. He collupsed on the nearest
halr, and left me staring n amazement,

whilst the entire personnel of the thealre
erowded solicitously round him, explaining
that the incident was part of the play, and
even exhibiting the prompt book to prove
thelr words. But his morale was =0 shat-
tered that it took quite a long tlme, and a
good deal of =kilful rallying and coaxing
from Mrs. Campbell, before he was In a con-
dition to resume the rehearsal. The worst of
it was that as it was quite evident that he
would be just as surprised and wounded next
time, Mrs, Campbell took care that the
alippers should never hit him again, and the

Incident was consequently one of the least
convinecing in the performance.”

Even In a memorial Shaw could not re-
frain from thi= fling:

“"One moment he would surprise and de-
light his courtiers (for that is the nearest

word I can find for his staff and entourage)
by some stroke of kindness and friendliness,
Tho next he would commit some appalling
hreach of etlquette by utterly lgnoring thelr
functions and privileges, when they had any.
It was amiable and modest of him not to
know his own place, since it was the high-
est in the theatre; but it was exasperating
of him not to know any one else's. I very
waon gave ap all expeetition of being treated
atherwise than as a frlend who had dropped
In: so0, finding myseif as free to Interfere in
the procecdings as any one else who dropped
in would parently have been, I interfered
not only my proper department but In
wnd nobody gainsald me.
an extent that

in
every other as well
Cme day [ interfered to such

Tree waz moved to a mildly sarcastic re-
monstrance
‘I seem to have heard or read some-

where," he said, “that plays have actually
wen produced and performances given In
this theatre, under it present management,
hefore vou eame. According to vou that
ouldn’t have happened. How do you ae-
count for it?

“' 1 ecan't account for I T replied, with
the hiunt good faith of a desperate man. ‘I
sippose you put & notice in the papers that
+ performance will take place at half-past
sight, and take the money at the doors.
Then you have to do the play somehow.
There i2 no other way of accounting for it."’

Max Beerbohm can he as acid as Bhaw
when he chooses, hut here he writea In the
veln of brotherly affection. This s what he
has to say of the actor's Impressions of
America:

“To the magic of New York, on our arrival,
he was Instantly responsive, He was not the
gort of tourist who takes a homemade tun-
ingfork with him and condemns: the
discords, He regarded himself not as a re-

spongible judge, but as a quite irresponstble
flitter-through. He liked the overheated
rooms and the over-iced stroets, liked not
emly the slow, low voleeg of the New York
mén, but also the plereing volocéa of the
New York ladies, and al=o the fabulous ex-
pensivenegs of cenbs, and the manners of

street car conductors, and heing oxpected to
make a speech after the play's last act but
one, Nor was Chioago toa grim for him,
nor Boston too prim ™

The volume Includes roprinted papers Iy
Tree from the London Times nnd Chronicle
and extracts from his notebooks.  He nsed 1o
write down epigrame= that came into his head
nnd things he heard which appealed to him-
like thess:

« “Everything
wait"

"“Of all the arta love Is the greatest.”

“Flattery gives us winged feeb™

“The greatest Blunders of the world have
bean made by common-sense people.”

“Never Impart your humor tn the humor
less, They will use it az evidence agalnst
yYou."

And he aven recorded with evident appre
clntion that famous riddie: When iz a jJoke
not a joke? Answer: When it's told te an
Friglishman!

comes to hm who doesn't

This Painter Recreates in Color the Scenery
of Great Fiction-Drama

hecguse his own imagination is not limited
to any theatrical arrangement of figures.
All nature = about hie people. In the in-
troduction tn the great story by Defoe he
writes:

“The outstanding appeal of this fascinat-
ing romance to me personally I8 the re-
markably sustained sensation one enjoys of
Crueoe's contact with the alemente—the sen
and the sun, the nlght ana the storms, the
sand, rocks, vegetatlon and animal life. In
few books can the reader breathe, lUve and
move With his hero so intensely, so easily
and so consistently throughout the narra-
tive. In Roblnson Crusoe we have it here
{s a story that hecomes history, history liv-
ing and moving, carrylng with it irresis-
tibly the compelling motive of a lone man's
conguest over what seems to be Inexorable
late,

“Do my pictures add a little to the wvivid-
ness of this story? Do T ald a little in the
vlerrer visualizntion of Robinson Crusoe as
he moves about on his sunny island? That
s the moat I can hope fos.”

Ernest W. Longfellow, son of the beloved
withor of the Amerlean classie for which
1HEwW plt‘:furun have beepn made, writes the

Introduction :

“I am very glad, as a direct descendant of
Priscilla and” John Alden, to welcome this
new and beautiful edition of the 'Courtship
of Miles Standish,' especlally timely in this
tercentenary year of the Landing of the Pil-
grim Fathers.

“Mr, Wyeth's illustrations seem to me—
and I doubt not that they would have seemed
to my father—admirable alf through in their
richness of color and their unconventional
treatment, coupled with thelr many evidences
of the clogest study of the period,

“One has but to look at such a pleture ns
the Salllng Away of the Mayvflower, with the
Pllgrims gathersd on thg shore 1o feel the

T

sinking of heart of the adventurers as the
last link connecting them with the land of
their birth faded in the distance.

“Whether Mr. Wyeth's conception of Pris-
cilla as a plquant girl of French descent, with
hlack halr and sparkling eyes, coincided with
the demure Puritan maiden that was in my
father's mind I cannot siy. On the historic
grounds of her French-Huguenot ancestry,
however, Mr. Wyeth |s entitled to his con-
eaption, and no one can dispute the 'attrac-
tiveness of his Priscilla”

No doubt the subjecs of Kingsley's book
made a strong appenl to the artist, There
is no ond of suggestion in the England of
Ellzabeth, the sea where floated the Spanish
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The Footprint.

Armada and the forests of the new world
of which the author of “Westward Ho!l"™
haul less materinl for making his  word
pletures than haa the Ameriean artist of
to-Aay. Here is a bit of the text:

“Upward and southwurd ever; but
whither who can tell? They hardly think
of the whither, but_go Hke sleep walkera,
shaken out of one land of dreams only to
find themselves in another and stranger

one, All around s fantastic and uncearthly:
now each man starts am he sces the figures
of his fellows, clothed from head to foot
in golden filagree; looks up and sees the
vellow moonljght through ihe fronds of the
huge tree ferns overhead ns through a

Sargent's

Portrait of Tree.

thicket of enormous fags: now through
hamboos forty feest high; now they are
stumbling over houlders, waulst deep In

cushions of club moss; now
gling through shrubberies of heaths and
rhododendrona and woolly Incense trees
where every leaf as they brush past dashes
some fresh scent Intb their faces.”

Like “Westward Ho!" In the strangeness
of ite setting. but sharply contrasted in the
unique situation of its lone eentral figure,

they are strug-

is Hobinson Crusoe. Here is the famous
eplsode of the footprint illustrated by
Wyeth:

“It happened one day, about noon, going
towards my boat, 1 was excesdingly sur-
prised with the print of a man’'s naked foot
on the shore, which was very plaln to be seen
in the sand. I stood like ong thunderstruck
or as if I had seen an npparition. T lstened,
I looked around mw, [ could hear nothing,
nor see anything. 1 went up to a rising
ground, to louk farther. [ went up the shore
and down the shore, hut {t was all one; 1
could see no other lmpression hut that one.

“I went to it again to séa [f there were
any more, and to observe (f It might not be
my fancy: but there wns no room for that,
for there was eoxactly the very print of o
foot—toes, hecl and every part of a fool.
How It came thither T knew not, nor conld
In the least imagine. But after Innimernble
fluttering thoughts,/ llke a man perfectly eon-
fused and out of myeelf, I came home to my
fortification, net feeling, as we say, the
ground I went on, hut terrifled to the last
degree, looking behind me at every two or
three steps, mistaking svery bush and tree,
and fancying every stump at a distance to
by a man; nor is it possible to deseribe how
many various shapes affrighted imagination
represented things 1o me, how many wild
ideas were found every moment In my fanecy.
and what strange, unaccountable whimsies
came into my lhu 1zhis way."

A Playful

By LOUISE CLOSSER HALE.
Mantle,

3 I‘,u

Burna what s=taved wvour solt
panell?

On those occasions when you sought fit
tingly to describe my interpretation of
role which—in vour capacity as dramath
critic—you were obliged to witness, what
Httle fellow dewn in your subconsclous ool
lar (I always feel it is located in the
stomiach) substituted patient praise for
flerce eXecration?

Did vou know that, In the whirligig of
time, you should he compiling a book and 1

should be criticising it—or did you really
ke me? Don’t answer—it makes no dli-
ference. In this excellent volume of “The

Best Plays of 1519-20" (8mall, Maynard &
Co.) you have forestalled Invective by In-
sidiously embodying among those plave one
which permitted your critic of this column
to repaint her bedroom furnituve, buy flve
parchment lamp shades and pay an income
tax.

Thoughts for the Drama Club
Sonnets as Preparatory Exercise

Oh Lord no! [ re-
of my novels to James
of "The Famous Mr:

Not that T wrote |t
member sending on
Forbes, who as author

Fair" Is one of the ten best playwrights—
for the year. Jimmy and 1 have one attri-
bute In common: we sulfer from Insomnli.
He I8 rather prowl when he has spent o

was not at all sorvy for
“Darn you, Loulsc, |
ook and

sleepless nlght, so |
him when he wrot

was awake all night reading that
got breakfast out of the ice chest at 5:30
eold brussels sprouts” Then he went oo
kindly but frmiy to =ay, if 1 really wanted
to know how (he . wouid lend itself to a
play—and In a short tUme thers wus very
little of me left it that little went on
making the dramatization Just the same,
And for Mr. Forbes's edification I will now
divalge the letter sent me by the gentleman
who was anxious to have the drama for a
Httle dancing favorite:

“To he he st with you, Mra. Hale™ thi
serawled), “it 1o flerce, It ha= not got

nothing to recommend It, and It s hard to

belleve that an wha gould write such
n nlee book could ite such a silly play as
the play what you have written.

“Hoping that ill remain friends."”

St 1 bore no malice when I saw “The
Famous Mrs., Fai and was not annoyed
over helng koot awake. My great fear was
that we might not be allowed to remalin
through the | rmance. a8 the odore of
the restaurant next door began making
themselves folt, ind we all knew that if they

Henry Miller would give
ind tell us to go home

became Intd
us aur money |

Far it ie Henry's theatre, and as he clilms
he would pot subject his guests in hi= own
big country place to kitchen odors, he cor-
tuiniy  will mot offend those
who visit him in Forty-third

gyt
We got through safely aml

I wont hack to talk to Henry
Miller and kiss Blanche Hntes

t might have been the other
wiy round, but no matter, I
m old enough to do as I
pleaso—so's  Henry, for that
matter. He was no longer s
multi-millonadre, which was a
wlief, ns rich people are en-

lurable only on the stage: nor
the heavy air of stardom
hanging about. If you want
n #et the exsence of Henry

Mi ‘s character don't watch
him when he I8 deminating a
ftuntion on  the stage, hut
when =ome one olse is. Then
vith =ae his real talent in

the complete effacement of
hims=elf for. the sake of the
oy light whose scene |t 18,
To the student of the dramn
this book Is valuable, Tt gives
im o knowledge of tha Kind
f wlern  diglogue that coan
mgEt be crystallized into dol-
arx.  Students do mo ke 10
make money I met one re
ently who for years had
norted at popular sucoesses
But at Inst o play of his had

cored & hit and he was hel.
lowing ahout the Indeceney of
the luxury tax. Clubs around
the country intent upon
doing something or other to
the deama. will find, as 1 have
itiee in thess that

have one

qunl
may

plays
impreseed no

|
I
1

Wyeth Illustrates the Classics @ 4sovr avthors

“*Westward Hol"”

Work for Drama Fans

eclse. Ladies, i you will give me your dis-
coveries [ will glve you mine!

Par ecxample, In "Beyond the Horizon”
(that tragedy with the splendid actress in
the chair) wo meet three people who did
noti follow their natural destinies, destinles
that wore plainly enough outlined had pas-
slon not #tood bHnding them with the beat-
Ing wings of hate and desire. And not only
they but those around them suffered from
the twisting of the threads, Never say
“T must murry Tom, although 1 love Dick,
ar this will be better for Uncle Harry.” 1t
won't he betteér for any of you. Ruthless
though it may scem, we must all pick our
own course. Young Mr., O/Nelll may put
down the haby and write a letter from Prov-

incetown to the effect that this wa= pot
hig idea at all, But don't let it disturb you.
A play l= for just what you, personally, can
get out of {t. An author sometimes writes
better than he knows. And sometimes he
knows (I hope) bhetter than he writes, But
that has naught to do with the Dramna Su-

perlative,
After this homely tragedy of farm life
comes the gleaming drama: “Déclassén™

And the Drama Club might stop to muse on

the woman author from Missouri who, with-
out being shown, knows the paychological
processes of the English aristocracy when

to define 4 mountain
Cwnrks. They say poets
and as Zoe AKins wus
It might not be a bal
novice to work on u
he would learn
than every
The club might

she may not he able
peak In hor own
hawve nation,
first & writer of verse,
preparation for the
few sonnets. Certainly
form, and that is more
wright has a knowledge of.

algo comment on the new angle she has
brought to the business of construction. In
YDiéclassée™ the dramatle incldents tak

off the stage: the two games of enrds
the wings, and the scena when the lot-
ters are produced evidently oceurs when (i
stage hands ary striking the set. We do
not see them but we get the reactlons on the

place
are in

stago of these threo ugly happenings—and
the vasl sweeping consequences (o a very
heautiful Lady Helen,

There Is good writing In this play, but |t

the ensa of expression of 8t, John [rvine's
Jane Clegr™ which makes one twist with
iy Look for the description of the chor-
wiers In italies I you would learn of an

author's quality; the style of the charnctors’
dialogue is lmited to thelr own mental oa-
pacities, 1 don’t know 8t. John [rvine

I should like to (they tell me he commented

very favorably on the old woman in the
wheeled chairy for I want to ask him if
his hook of “Mr=. Martin's Man”™ was in his
mind when Le wrote “Jane Cloge"—if Mra
Martin, #as trying to make him put her on
the stame Perhapa the ldea plagues me
inotiece | fuse to say Intrigue) W CELLRE
they were hoith great creatures from a new
world of thought, Tt's lovely-—isn't (t?
the wny the it men stiek ap for the
really great women!

Some Plays Make One Laugh
Even With Solemn People Present

Wa must all know that what may make
good reading doesn’t always make a gool
play

Inversely (to get away from me fig
moement) what is very funny on the stag
is not (unny on the printed pags “The
Drama lub I ey will not find much to
laugh over when they take up *Mamma'
Affalr.” The laughter which greets the
play when It is seen on the stage comes

from the relation ot the lies to the situa
tions am T plain? No?T Well, It wouldn't
bo funny to you If I told you 1 met 4 womn
with a smut on her nose, Bhat £ 1 told you of

woman tryving to get up a flirtatlon whil
she had a smut on her nosa you might be

amile. There, that's the best 1

vou!

induced to
can do for

Om the other hand "Wedding Bolls™ mu
pe laugh out loud when reading it b
hus with =olemn peopla Inok At I
think auihors whose plays both read and act
vill would have heesn writers had the drama
never heen inventad, After thie statement
it k& paln to admit that T Inughed niso at
“Adam ar Tve, although Mr. Middietor

s st expressed himsell through
t m plays ever since he began
moving from a hiil badroom to second floor
acl ta first Noor front, and =o on till he
had the whole house. And [t wnasn't =o
nAt re aEn when, at hig collaborator
which the eollaborator and which
the wator, T wonder?) the host being &

K rrchiteet Me., Bolton,
' wit me matiafaction and relief
ver the moderate rent of the apartment

whera wo both dwelt. How de you
suppose that architect got into the theatr:
anyway—through the scenery room? An
if wo, why did T foolishly begin in the dress
ing rooms? |

“Clarence” 1 refuse to discuss. T am golns
whole article on Booth Tarkingto
ind it 1 really too trying anyway to have

hoiinse

him de plays and books equally well. Ty
I could not have sald that If “Clarence”
had notr been written, For the Drams

Clubs T recommend “Clarence” as o master-
plece of construction, Don't =ay that {=
vut of the province of a body of student
meeting to decide upon what play they had

better go see next week, The public will
not support a play H "the construction I«
faulty.

“Abraham Lincoln” I atill dare to say I=

not a play. But In London [ took out my
handikerchief when Ldncoln entered the
scone, although he was a little fellow with
an Irish brogue, and I took it out again and
never stopped dabbing when I saw the more
complete Impersonation over hers. Lincoln
himself Is our nation's great tragedy. His
life plays itself, It neceds little form:, only
beauty of expression, as beflts high souls
To the English he is at present a cult, b
I think it exemplifies most dellcately the
real worth of these sophiseated people wher

they mako thelr way to a London suburbai
theatre, ns to a lttle shrine, to pay thei
homae: to a hero not of thelr own countr:
I with an American eould hava done the
firat Lincoln play to bhe =0 generally Ac
captid But there Iz vision in John Drink-
walter eyes, music In his heart, and we
; in line and march to the swing of hi
fine prose

The Lincoln Play Across the Water:

The Book Ends With Statistics

There is lsft “"The Jest' i the only
play that ewve blotted ont vefore the frst
act wis over the high price [ paid (or my
seat, And yet 1 was not thero. 1 bad lelt
the scum of Broadway and was again travel
ling a narrow woay between the high wall

I was singing from the height
following the torches of the
rot e who pushed their wa
ntine streets with the dea
The women's faces in th
ke funng whitely followlng
elongated hlmscl
dild not hold me

on to Italy.

with Fu
Aatlon as a

1‘1 18

Iward Sheld

wander

labor of love—ou
wtlan Nell" at ninstean
tomanee.” His
n among
v godls glve with
vithethe other
th comes back
be for us eagor
to pay storage
1 must hnve skil
brushed

".n--
nne hand
But whe
o him

ones?

on the
fuliy ¢an (14 1) hn

Tl

nicely

Toward the end of the book comes The
Giast 3 though Mr. Mantle does
nist eall It that. Hi ille it “"Whero and
Were HBorn' and he glves the
have appeared In
s our Reward of
an actress will
then Already
tterings when chance play-
copy. ""What s
20 a woman asks, glaring at
I do n little arithmaetic here
fon from her. "Well |t
Or, looking at mine, "Are dear
Lruelly: "I thought you
|" nothing to me
My ago ol o salary the only thing
I've over told the truth about in my whole
14 not see  the agn fire

What gets me |s the penchant my women
wod to old pe T have fin
1880 concerted, somme

Oof some H s wno
) t

e it
= one Lt

unn
you,

be ns

who
born In
Liow

Following

this is another page—the pnge

of our dead within the year—or a little over
Will you all read it, please; give It & gentle
moment® Some of you will be surprised, I
wae, and wondered why T had not knoewn

before, or why he had not hean misped, “Are
we ap soon formgotien, then?” asked Rip Van
Winkle w Id newspapers,
and cast aside—nan thin little eritigue will s
I am not =0 that it makes much Jiffer

wn long we have ed vou, Indies
Ten Best Plays

are ke « read
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P

tlemer with
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